62

for the Delphi of Italy, ignoble. And all that
was fairest in the whole sweep of isle and sea, I
saw, as was already my wont, with precise note
of its faults.

The common English traveller, if he can
gather a black bunch of grapes with his own
fingers, and have his bottle of Falernian brought
him by a girl with black eyes, asks no more of
this world, nor the next; and declares Naples a
Paradise. But I knew, from the first moment
-when my foot furrowed volcanic ashes, that no
mountain form or colour could exist in perfec-
tion when everything was made of scoria, and
that blue sea was to be little boasted if it broke
on black sand. And I saw also, with really wise
anger, the horror of neglect in the governing
power, which Mr. Gladstone found, forsooth, in
the Neapolitan prisons! but which neither he
nor any other Englishman, so far as I know, ex-
cept Byron and I, saw to have made the Apen-
nines one prison*wall, and all the modern life of
Italy one captivity of shame and crime; alike
against the honour of her ancestors, and the
kindness of her God.

With these strong insights into the faults of
others, there came also at Naples, I am thankful
to say, some stroke of volcanic lightning on my
own. The sense of the uselessness of all Naples
and its gulph to me, in my then state of illnessay
